There was nothing more to the scene than this, but for me 121
it held the enchantment of a world I was yet to glimpse.
Even before I had sailed for Crete I had been think-
ing of Persia and Arabia and of more distant lands still.
Crete is a jumping off place. Once a still, vital, fecund
center, a navel of the world, it now resembles a dead
crater. The aeroplane comes along,-lifts you up by the
seat of the pants, and spits you down in Bagdad, Samar-
kand, Beluchistan, Fez, Timbuctoo, as far as your money
will take you. All t these once marvellous places whose
very names cast a spell over you are now floating islets in
the stormy sea of civilization. They mean homely com-
modities like rubber, tin, pepper, coffee, carborundum and
so forth. The natives are derelicts exploited by the octo-
pus Vhose tentacles stretch from London, Paris, Berlin,
Tokio, New York, Chicago to the icy tips of Iceland and
the wild reaches of Patagonia. The evidences of this so-
called civilization are strewn and dumped higgledy-
piggledy, wherever the long, slimy tentacles reach out;
Nobody is being civilized, nothing is being altered in any
real sense. Some are using knives and forks who formerly
ate with their fingers; some have electric lights in their
hovels instead of the kerosene lamp or the wax taper;
^some have Sears-Roebuck catalogues and a Holy Bible on
the shelf where once a rifle or a musket lay; some have
gleaming automatic revolvers instead of clubs; some are
using money instead of shells and cowries; some have
straw hats which they don't need; some have Jesus Christ
and don't know what to do with Him. But all of them,
from the top to the bottom, are restless, dissatisfied, envi-
ous, and sick at heart All of them suffer from cancer and
leprosy, in their souls. The most ignorant and degenerate
of them will be asked to shoulder a gun and fight for a
civilization which has brought them nothing but misery
and degradation. In a language which they cannot under-